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Something Different 


Author's Notes: 


So.apparently | had a brain fart while reading the wish list and mistakenly thought that Dave Grohl was the 
only character specified. | didn't see Taylor's name until | was already halfway into writing. Apologies to anyone 
hoping for a Grohlkins story here. Taylor does get a shout-out, at least. My sincere love and thanks once again 
to midnight_moonlight, not just for being so forgiving of my little goof, but for the encouragement and 
research help for this story as well. | hope it makes you smile. Viva Las Vegas! And Merry Ficmas, of course. 


| lke ‘em over fifty 
| ike to play for money 
-- Lana Del Rey 


Las Vegas 
August 3, 2017 


Client # 7. 


I've always meant to ask Kirk the significance of that number. Is it because the guy's a high roller (Lucky 
Sevens), or because he once went through seven different escorts in as many days? Or is it some random 
designation that just happens to fit like a glove? 


And yet | never have. By the time this particular client is done with me, | inevitably forget what | was so 
curious about and don't remember again until the next time his handle pops up in a text notifying me of 


another appointment. 
Client # 1. 


The number makes him sound mysterious, when in fact he's anything but. Watch ESPN Classic or pull up any 
tabloid online and every detail of his life is there--minus the real reason he spends so many nights in Vegas, 
of course. He's fifty three years old. He's retired. He's worth tens of millions of dollars. He recently married a 
fashion model half his age and nearly a foot taller. He owns a different luxury sports car for every day of the 
week Hell, probably every day of the month. Denmark put his likeness on a postage stamp last year. Probably 
only a matter of time before the America does the same. 


See why we don't refer to our clients by name? 


Not like this one could've have stayed anonymous if he tried. First time we met for a date, | almost shit my 
pants when | realized who he was. | had to force myself to play it cool and not gush like a starstruck teenage 
girl. Something gave it away nonetheless. Either the saucer eyes or my fumbling with the lighter as | tried to 
light a cigarette. "You obviously recognize me," he said with an appreciative smile, and was kind enough to 
humor me as | giddily recounted watching on the grainy basement TV back in high school when he won his 
first US. Open in 1983. Throwing darts at a picture of John McEnroe for beating him (almost literally) at 
Wimbledon in ‘84. Rooting for him in every subsequent championship he played. He waited until | ran out of 
breath before he plucked the cigarette from my fingers, took a leisurely drag, and put out his hand. "May as 


well call me Lars." 
Lars Ulrich. Client 4 7. 


We at Sin City Players value discretion as much as our lives. Our clients know that--although we like to think 
its not the only reason they keep coming back. I've always suspected it's the secrecy they enjoy more than 
anything. Secrecy and control. Let's face it: these are not the sort of guys who have to fork over cash to get 
laid. Nor would their lives be ruined solely by the revelation that they're attracted to men. They obviously get 
off on the thrill of the illicit. The power play. The precise blend of business and pleasure achieved only by 
paying someone to do exactly as they're told, because they're being told 


| don't know that for sure. I'm just speaking from my own personal experience here. Doing whatever l'm told is 
my specialty. It says so word-for-word in my profile. Pretty sure that's why Lars chose me when his old 


friend Kirk Hammett started this business and invited him to sample the goods. 
Pretty sure that's why Lars has paid double my going rate ever since. 


Our meeting place this evening (his choice, naturally) is a new club in the upper floors of The Venetian. All blue 
neon and iridescent tile and shimmering indoor waterfalls. It's standing room only, and not one of the patrons 
jostling for space near the bar appears to be over thirty. Except me. | wonder if Lars is running late until the 
crowd parts and | catch a glimpse of a short man with a newsboy cap and a bushy gray beard leaning over 
the bar, hands gesturing in a pouring motion as he talks the poor bartender‘s ear off. He's a creature of habit, 
Client #1. Always ordering obscure drinks that have to be explained in exhaustive detail. Always opting for 
small, trendy nightclubs populated by twentysomethings. | assumed he was cruising the first time we met up 
in a place like this until he explained that the crowd is either too young to have heard of Lars Ulrich the 
tennis pro or wouldn't recognize him now even if they knew the name. Here, he's just another old guy trying to 


be hip. 

And | guess that makes two of us as | sidle up to the bar next to him. 

"Whatll it be?" the bartender asks. 

‘Same thing," Lars replies before | even open my mouth. Not that | would've asked for anything different. This 
is all part of our routine. Whatever Lars drinks, | drink too. However much or little as he tells me. | wait 
patiently until the bartender pushes two crystal tumblers across the bar and Lars takes a long, languid sip 
before | put the glass to my lips. 


“Strong.” This time the wince isn't just for effect. "There a name for this thing?" 


Lars playfully taps the side of his head, indicating yet another recipe made up on the fly. "Just call it a little 
taste of Europe." 


| resist the urge to snicker at his choice of words as | take another sip. Schnapps. Pretty sure that's the 
deceptively sweet stuff burning my throat like a swallowed ice cube right now. Whatever it's mixed with isn't 
doing much to dilute the potency. Is he intentionally trying to get me shitfaced? Numb me up? Calm my 
nerves? And if so.why? What exactly is he planning on doing to me later? 

"You don't have to drink it all," he goes on, as if reading my mind. "It's an acquired taste." 

"Thot it is.” 

Felt like trying something different for once." 


| cock my eyebrow. "Yeah?" 


Lars hides the smirk with his glass and gestures toward a dark corner of the club. | wander obediently in that 


direction, feeling my body relax instinctively into the comforts of booze and anonymity. Usually | get off on the 
turning of heads (both female and male) as | saunter between the tables on the casino floor. Confidence is 
sexy, Kirk explained all those years ago when he recruited me to join Sin City Players. Doesn't matter if you're 
a goofy string bean of a kid or a bearded, bellied fortysomething with a neck bigger than your jaw. Looks are 
nothing without confidence. Love who you are and love what you do. Do that, and the clients will love you right 
back. But sometimes it's nice to have a break, y'know? An excuse to relax and be just another dude in a bar 
for once. Like Lars. He's dressed like a slob. A slob in thousand dollar "distressed" jeans, but a slob nonetheless, 
and nobody here spares him a second glance. Must be a relief after thirty-odd years in the spotlight. | can see 


why he's gotten so comfortable in this particular routine. 
Makes me even more curious about the something different comment just now. 


He leaves me hanging, though. Fills the spaces between sips with small talk Sports stuff. Places he and his wife 
plan to travel. What his kids are up to. The progress he's made on his autobiography since the last time we 
met. | nurse my drink and shoot the shit right along with him until he gets bored--as usual--with our current 
surroundings and casually suggests we get some air. That's code, of course. Means it's time to get down to 
business. Time to head for the VIP section of the garage where his driver will invariably be waiting beside the 


gleaming black Mercedes limousine that will take us to a completely different casino for the remainder of our 


date. 
Creature of habit, Client #7. 


Speaking of curiosity and things I've been meaning to ask but always forget, | still don't know the name of Lars’ 
chauffer. His only introduction the first time was a curt nod in my direction Lars never addresses him with 
anything more than "hey, man" before instructing him where to go. | almost feel bad for the guy. Hopefully his 
boss pays him more by the hour than he does me, because otherwise it's hard to justify treating someone 
with less courtesy than the literal prostitute he opens the door for. 


Then | remind myself it's none of my business. If Lars wanted me to know anything about his employees, he 
would have told me already. | have to assume that whatever information he doesn't offer up in conversation 


and isn't readily available online is off limits to speculation 


What do | care anyway? Chances are the man doesn't have much personality to begin with. Maybe that's why 
he prefers to shut himself off in the front seat with the divider perpetually closed. Maybe that's why his own 
boss barely talks to him. Lars knows I'm something of a motormouth myself. He's probably just sparing me the 
frustration of a one-sided conversation. So | let it drop. And just like always, its completely slipped my mind by 
the time we get to the elevator. 


Only this time, it's because Lars instructs me to push the button for the lobby instead of the garage. 
"Parked out front?" 


“Something like that," he says with a wink. Teasing me on purpose, | suspect, because he knows it gives me 


ants in my pants. He always gets a kick out of watching me shove my hands in my back pockets and plant my 
feet and otherwise fight back the urge to fidget like | do whenever l'm curious or impatient. Loves pushing my 


buttons. 


Hell, I'd be lying if | said | didn't love it too. Nobody else knows quite how to wind me up and then watch me 
come undone in the most satisfying of ways. I'll bet you tonight's payout that Lars yanks down my jeans and 
starts blowing me as soon as my ass hits the back seat of that limo. Fuck. | hope so, anyway. There are few 
things | love more about this job than having those perfect heart shaped lips of his wrapped around my cock 
l'm half hard already just thinking about it. Good thing | left my button-down untucked. Just to be safe, | slide 


the jacket from my shoulders and fold it casually over one arm to hide the bulge, eliciting a chuckle from Lars. 


Like | said, that little tease knows exactly how to work me. | may as well have a marionette string tied to my 


dick. 

Sounds kinda fun actually. 

Our quick stroll across the lobby feels like an eternity. Rarely have | been more eager to trade the icy casino 
air for the wave of desert heat that rolls over me as we step through those massive front doors. | expected 
the limo to be sitting right there at the curb, and when | don't see it, | expect Lars to whip out his cell and 
call the driver (who's probably waiting around the corner) to pick us up. 

Instead, he signals the valet. 


"Whoa, you drove yourself?" 


| want to flinch when the question leaves my mouth. Captain Obvious. No shit, Sherlock. Fortunately Lars seems 
to find it amusing. He plucks the toothpick from his lips--another of his various habits--and grins. 


Its my chauffer's birthday. Figured I'd give him the night off" 
"Gotcha" Then, just for the hell of it, "I don't suppose you want me to drive." 


"Why? You want to?" 


The valet pulls up right then in a gleaming silver Porsche Spyder, and my instinctive response to Lars’ question 


is FUCK YES, let me behind the wheel of that baby! But instead | shrug appreciatively. 
"Maybe next time." 


He pats me on the shoulder as if to say good answer and motions for me to get in the passenger seat. The 
leather is so soft that | get aroused all over again just touching it. Damn. | can see why he collects 
automobiles like baseball cards. If | had that kind of money, I'd be tempted myself. In the meantime | count 
myself lucky just to be able to ride in this beauty. Even if it's only a block or two down the Strip to wherever 


Lars is staying. | lean back, close my eyes, and take a deep, delicious lungful of that New Car Smell. Fuck yeah. 
"Nice, isn't it?" 


"That's an understatement." | part my knees to give my cock some breathing room and am greeted by the 
scent of freshly warmed leather. "This thing new?" 


"Bought it last week. | wanted you to be my very first passenger. 

"Wow, that's..a hell of an honor. Thanks!" 

"Don't get too comfortable," he cautions. "We won't be in here for very long" 
ee 

My eyes flick open as he gives my knee a playful swat. 


"And don't go blowing your load all over the seat. This is custom hand-stitched leather. I'd rather not have to 


explain why | need to have it cleaned already." 

Guess car sex is out of the question, then 

"Sorry." | shift my legs and rest my palms on the denim instead. "Couldn't help myself 

"Give me my money's worth later and | might let you drive it for real next time. How's that sound?" 

Like fucking heaven on earth, that's how! 

"Sounds like a deal." 

Lars ignores my outstretched hand, eyes on the road as he darts and weaves between the slower traffic. 


"Not that | don't always get my money's worth from you," he goes on. "But tonight | have a little something 


different in mind, and | don't wanna promise you a reward until | see if you can handle it" 

"Baby, | can handle anything you throw at me. No ifs about it” 

I'm not trying to be cocky. That's simply the truth and Lars knows it from experience. If | tried to make a list 
of everything he's asked me to do since he first hired me, we'd run out of paper. Sometimes he has another 
escort waiting in the hotel room. Or two. Or three. Last time it was Wiley. Before that, it was Taylor. 


Occasionally he brings in guys from rival agencies. Just depends on what he's in the mood for. 


Like | said, though, Lars is a creature of habit. He always insists that | top, no matter how much | otherwise 


submit, and he always starts out watching. Sometimes he joins in eventually. Other times he's content to sit 
back and rub one out from across the room. Voyeurism. That seems to be his biggest kink of all. Even more 
than being in control. 

No complaints here. He knows | love putting on a show as much as he loves being my audience. 

"That's what | like to hear." 

Then he does something he's never done before. Not even that time he made Nate and | dress up as showgirls 


(feather headdresses and all) or when he spanked my ass raw with a tennis racket (amazed | don't have grid- 


shaped scars on my cheeks). He reaches into his pocket and hands me an envelope of cash. 
"Whats this? 

"Count it" 

So | do. My usual nightly rate is all there--plus an extra grand 

"A bonus?" 

Lars nods. 


No point in asking what for? because | know he'll just keep sitting there with that Mona Lisa smile on his face. 
Its not the bonus I'm surprised at anyway. It's the timing. 


"How come you're paying me up front?" 
"Like | said." 


Something different. Got it. 


Then it dawns on me. The one thing we've never tried The one thing Lars might assume | need extra incentive 


to agree to. 
He wants to fuck me in the ass. 


I's always been the other way around. In my mental dictionary, his picture is right there next to the definition 
of Power Bottom. He loves to call the shots but he also takes dick like a world champion. The only reason he 
put his into Wiley last time is because the three of us made a Lars sandwich. And because Wiley is just so 


damn fuckable.but yeah. That's gotta be it. 


Why all the secrecy, though? Why the bribe? Not like he's about to violate one of my hard limits. Topping is 


simply a personal preference. If Lars wants the opposite, why doesn't he just ask? 


There's a low chuckle from the seat beside me. 

"Bit nervous there, Dave?" 

We're stopped at the light at Vegas Boulevard and Sunset, the Strip already a distant glow in the rearview 
mirror. | look down at the wad of cash in my fist. At the thumbnail absently ruffling the bills. I'm fidgeting 
again, just like in the elevator. 

Aha! That's why. | almost forgot how much Lars loves watching me squirm. 

“Should | be?" 

Playing along now. Giving him my best-worst poker face. 


"Not at all" The light turns green and he keeps going south. "You're going to enjoy yourself tonight” 


It sounds as much like an order as it does a reassurance. Which is exactly what | needed to hear. Orders calm 


me down and excite me at the same time. 

"Promise?" | tease. 

"My money is my word." 

Client + 1. Did | mention he can be a smug little fucker? And a complete puzzle at times, despite his big mouth 
and tendency to overshare? One more reason | love the guy. He may be a creature of habit but he's never 
predictable. He couldn't bore me if he tried. No pun intended. 

| tuck the envelope into my pocket and, with my clients permission, open the window to feel the dry desert 
wind in my hair. Familiar street signs flash by one after another. Warm Springs. Windmill. Pebble. Silverado 
Ranch. At Cactus Avenue, Lars turns east. Then south on Maryland. Then back west again on St. Rose Parkway. 
The telltale blue of runway lights comes twinkling out of the darkness and | perk right up in my seat like a dog. 
Henderson Executive Airport. 

Fuck me. This must be where Lars keeps his plane. His private motherfucking jet. 

Holy shit, we're about to join the Mile High Club! 

My eyes dart among the aircraft nearest the runway, trying to guess which one is his. Probably one of the 


smaller planes. No more than a dozen seats. Classy without being conspicuous. He obviously saves the latter 


for his collection of cars. 


And speaking of cars, the last one | expected to see is parked beneath a streetlamp in an empty corner of the 
reserved lot. Or maybe I'm wrong. All limousines tend to look the same from a distance. But now we're close 


enough to see the tag, illuminated by the Porsche's headlights. 40LOVE. No mistaking that particular vanity 
plate. 


No mistaking the tall man leaning against the side of the limo either. The usual crisp suit and peaked cap have 
been replaced by boots, jeans, and a cowboy hat pulled low over his eyes, but | would recognize those broad 
shoulders and those mile-long legs anywhere. 

"What's this?" 

"Your surprise." 

"Yeah, but.| thought you gave your chauffer the night off” 

"| did." 

The man pushes the brim of his hat up with one finger. | catch the icy glint of blue eyes as the Porsche 
glides into the spot beside him. Then the window goes back up and I'm left staring at my own confused 


reflection. 


"See," Lars explains as he shuts off the engine, "he and | have a little tradition. Every year on his birthday, we 


switch places. He sits in the back while | drive him wherever he wants to go." 
"Okay." Then, realizing how stupid that sounded, "that's nice of you." 


"Plus he gets a borus. Usually its cash or concert tickets or a penthouse suite. But tonight, he asked for 
something different--" 


Oh fuck 

'--and who would | be to decline such a simple request after twenty-five years of loyal service?" 

Something afferent 

The voice that responds barely sounds like my own 

"What did he ask for?" 

Lars reaches over to caress my thigh. The air between us is dead silent and | can hear the rasp of calloused 


flesh on denim. His fingertips stop just shy of my groin. They move to my chin and slowly turn my face 
toward his. 


The Cheshire Cat. That's what his grin reminds me of. Huge, cryptic, and shining through the darkness like a 


casino marquee. 


"You," he whispers. 


To be continued. 


Do It Slowly 


Author's Notes: 
The limousine in this story is a Mercedes $-500 with a 100" interior conversion package. Here's a photo of 
what they look like in real life (imagine the same thing with an all-black interior). 


| don't know what to say. 

No, seriously. | don't. l'm at a complete loss for words for the first time in.hell, maybe ever. 

Even worse is that | have no idea why l'm suddenly speechless. You wouldn't believe some of the things clients 
have asked me to do over the years. Shit that would make Ron Jeremy blush like a schoolgirl. Shit that makes 
Lars and his proclivities for private drag shows and tennis racket spankings look downright vanilla None of it 
phased me. At most, it raised an eyebrow or made me chuckle inwardly at the sheer creativity. Never was 


there ambivalence or hesitation or whatever the fuck you call whatever's happening right now. 


Birthday present? | hear the usual me joking in my mind. Shouldn't | be jumping out of a giant cake right now? Or 
singing Happy Birthday? Im told | do a fairly decent Marilyn Monroe impression 


Appreciative laughter from Lars. A reassurance that his chauffer prefers a more low-key celebration and 


that | won't be doing anything | haven't done before. 


See? | know exactly where the conversation would go. It's just a matter of opening my mouth, shaping my lips 


around the B in birthday, and pushing air through my vocal cords. 

Talk, Grohl! You've been doing it nonstop since you were a baby. What the fuck's so hard about it now? 
"Dave?" 

Youre blowing it, man. May as well hand that envelope back unless you can get your shit together. 


"Hey." Lars puts a hand on my knee. | can hear the obvious concern in his voice, but the weight of his palm 


feels anything but reassuring. | fight the urge to pull my leg away. "You okay?" 
All | manage is a nod. 
"Did you hear what | said?" 


At last, a reply comes to mind. One that's sarcastic and defensive and would probably burn like acid coming out 


of my usually cool, accommodating mouth. | wouldn't just be ruining a job, | would be insulting my best client. 


My best client who seems to have confused himself with my pimp, but still my best-- 
There it is. What's got me all fucked up right now. 

"Does Kirk know about this?" 

‘OF course," Lars replies. "Made sure to okay it with him beforehand, like always. Why?" 

Oh nothing Guess he didnt want to ruin the surprise either by giving me a heads up. No big deal 
"Just checking." 


Either | finally managed to sound enough like my usual self to convince Lars that everything's a-ok, or he 


doesn't care. And why should he? 
Why should |? 


That's the more important question, | remind myself as he gets out of the car. m a whore. Why should | care 
who l'm fucking and under what circumstances as long l'm getting paid? Getting paid double what | charge my 
other clients. Getting paid an extra grand on top of that. I'm making more tonight than most dudes with regular 


jobs make in a month. 

Not to mention that | Jove my job. For real. | love my clients. Most of all, | love being told what to do. It's not 
just my specialty, it's my passion. My fucking kink People like Lars and the Marlboro Man over there (or 
whatever the hell his name is) are servicing me as much as l'm servicing them. 

Remember that, | tell myself as Lars opens the passenger door. He's already swapped his newsboy cap for his 
driver's black chauffeur hat. He's standing there, straight-backed and deferent. Already in character. Waiting 
for me to follow. To step out and do what | do best. 

So here goes. 

"Hey, man! You must be." 

"James." 

"Bond?" 

He chuckles, the usual stony expression momentarily giving way to an awkward smile. "Nah. Hetfield” 

"James Hetfield," | repeat, letting my gaze wander over the long black Mercedes behind him. "Forgive me. | 


must've seen the limo and gotten you confused with another tall, mysterious man of few words. I'm Dave 


Grohl." 


"Nice to meet you, Dave." 


"Likewise." The hand | shake is slightly larger than mine but considerably stronger. Roughened, calloused, and 
covered in a surprising amount of ink that James apparently keeps hidden under makeup whenever he's on 
duty. Something twinges deep in my groin as | imagine giving that hand a much closer examination once we're in 
the car. And again when | imagine the look on his face when | peel off my shirt to reveal my own tattoos. "But 
those names stay between us. Got it?" 


"Got it," he says. "What happens in Vegas." 
| give him my patented VIP wink. "Exactly." 


As always, I'm the one to climb into the limousine first when the "chauffeur" opens the door. And, as always, 
l'm stunned all over again by the sight of the gorgeous interior. Feather soft carpeting. Custom leather bench 
seats--one on either end and another running lengthwise along the middle--almost as richly fragrant as the 
ones in Lars' Porsche. Every inch of it black as night, except for the polished mahogany accents and the 
sapphire blue glow from the various electronic consoles and the neon illuminating the crystal stemware inside 
the bar. It's a fucking palace on wheels. 


James switches on the overhead lights as he climbs in behind me. He's no more than an inch or two taller than 
me, even with the hat, but his legs alone seem to go on for miles. | try not to gawk as he settles into the 
bench nearest the front and stretches them to their full length. Lars can do that no matter which seat he 
chooses. Makes me wonder just how much bigger this limo would be if their roles really were reversed. | wait 
for James to reach down to pull off his boots, but instead he merely leans back and rests a hand on either 


knee. 

"Ready to go for a ride?" 

Fuck. It's the vocal equivalent of top shelf whiskey. Seasoned with age, those harsh first notes giving way to a 

deep caramel smoothness. No wonder he never talks on the job. His boss' guests would be hopelessly distracted 
by even a simple hello. 

"Is that a trick question?" 

James chuckles. He nods to Lars, who looks to be suppressing a smirk of his own, to shut the door. A moment 
later | hear the faint thumps of the driver's door opening and closing. My heart does this weird clenching thing 
as James raises the panel separating our compartment from the cab. | shake my head vigorously before | can 
stop myself. 


No? James mouths, eyebrows flicking upward. 


No, | mouth back. Please. 


He cranes his neck through the open panel. "Hey, you mind if we keep this thing closed?" 

‘Course not!" Lars replies, his tone obliviously cheerful. "H's your birthday.’ 

"Thanks, man." 

My heart slows as he lowers the panel again and | feel the familiar purr of the engine. The fuck is wrong with 
me? | take that back | know what the fuck is wrong with me. | just don't know why it's still bothering me. Now 
| need to figure out some way to explain Forgive me, but Im greedy and want you all fo myself might work for 
James. But Lars? He was obviously looking forward to playing voyeur again. They probably agreed on that. Last 
thing | want is to piss off my favorite client or--even worse--get his loyal driver in trouble. On his birthday 
no less. 

"Can | get you a drink?" James asks. 

| reply with my most dazzling grin, grateful as hell for both the reprieve and the hint of concern in his voice. 
"Shouldn't | be asking you that? And then bringing you whatever you want?" 

"| don't drink," he explains. "But I'm told you appreciate an ice cold beer." 

It's all | can do not to salivate. 

"You were told right." 

He leans forward, opens the mini fridge, and pulls out a frosty Heineken. "Want a glass?" 

Jesus, this guy is something else. Something different indeed. 

"| prefer the bottle, but thanks. | appreciate it." 

And | can't fucking wait to show him exactly how much. | don't even try to be subtle as | reach for the bottle 
and brush my fingers against his. | want those hands on me. Badly. Want them all over my body. Want to feel 
the delicious rasp of calluses up and down my cock. Want those long roughened fingers tangled in my hair. 
"Any time," he drawls, stiffening my cock in an instant. Damn. | bet he gives one hell of a hummer. 

"Happy birthday, by the way." 


James blushes, then rolls his eyes in a useless attempt to conceal it. "Just another trip around the sun" 


"Your boss doesn't seem to think so." | gently clasp his knee before letting my fingers trail up the rough denim 


seam. "Neither do |. You deserve something special. Something unforgettable. Tell me what | can do to make it 


that way’ 
"Well. you could start by taking your clothes off" 
My thoughts exactly 

| put the beer aside and reach for my belt buckle 


"Uh-uh. Jacket and shirt first.” 


Fuck yeah. | was wondering when he would start ordering me around. | nonchalantly flick open the button on my 
cuff, only for James to snap his fingers and point at the floor. 


"On your knees," he instructs, turning one of the recessed lights until it's shining directly in my face, "where | 
can see you. We have all night, so do it slowly.’ 


All| can see now is the lower half of his body as | slide from the leather cushion. He parts his legs, motioning 
me closer, then puts up a palm to stop me again after a few short inches. | glance up for approval only to be 
met with a blinding corona of light and the dark outline of his cowboy hat. James clearly doesn't want me 
looking at him just yet. It's his way of reminding me that I'm the one on display right now. The one to be 
watched. The one putting on the show. 


So he'd better get ready for one hell of a performance. 

Slowly is exactly how | begin | shrug the sport coat from my shoulders, slide it down my arms, then fold it 
carefully and place it off to the side just like | do when l'm with Lars. Respectful and refined--but not TOO 
refined. | pop open the other cuff. Then | reach for the top button of my shirt, working it open carefully, 
wondering whether James is studying my fingers like | did earlier with his or gazing at some other part. | 
swallow hard as | move to the next button. Hard and deliberately, hoping the bob of my Adam's apple will draw 
his attention to my throat. Hoping itll make him want to bury his teeth there. 

"Nice," he murmurs. "Should've told Lars to have you wear a tie." 

"Like a sharp dressed man, do you?" 


‘| like everything else you can do with a tie." 


"So do |." | lick my lips, visions of gags and blindfolds and restraints dancing in my head. "Guess we'll just have 


to improvise." 


James grins. | can tell because his smile is so wide and his teeth so dazzling that they outshine the spotlight's 
glare. So thats his thing. Bondage and domination | knew | was in for a treat, but fuck. May as well be my 


bi rthday too. 


| undo the rest of the buttons one by one, pretending that the last one is stuck just to tease him and draw it 
out even further. | slide the twill sleeves down my arms as slowly as the jacket. | wait for James to complain 

about the tight black tee underneath (like his boss did the first time we met), but instead he nods approvingly. 
Then there's a sharp intake of breath as | start to fold up the shirt. 


"Holy shit." 
"What?" 


He catches me by the wrists and yanks me forward so abruptly that my knees slam into the seat between his 


legs. | can finally see his eyes again, and they're as big as saucers. 

"Jesus, that." he shakes his head as if he can't believe what he's seeing, "that's fucking amazing." 
My feather tattoos. 

"Oh, those," | tease. "You like ‘em?" 


His fingertips sweep over the filaments and down each quill, clearly marveling at the realism and level of detail 
Exactly the reaction | was hoping for when | chose this design | wonder if | should tell him that the sessions 
were a gift from another millionaire client. Or that Kat Von D was the artist. Only if he asks, | remind myself. 
It's one thing to flaunt and another to brag. 


"Beautiful," he murmurs. "Best work I've ever seen." 
"| have more." 


To which | probably should've added but none as nice as these. Too late. James has already grabbed the hem of 
my T-shirt and yanked it over my head. Gone is his stone-faced composure. In its place is a frenzy of hands. 
Clenching my shoulders and pulling each one toward his rapt face for inspection. Tracing the infinity symbol and 
Led Zeppelin logos with his fingertips. Palming the faded red tribal designs on my biceps. Squeezing and 
caressing them. He lunges toward the one on my chest with parted lips like he wants to literally devour it. 
Right as I'm bracing myself for the nipple suck of the fucking century, he pulls back. Not all the way. Just 
enough to look me in the face. To remind himself that I'm an escort, not a lover, and to conduct himself 


accordingly. 


Which apparently entails flicking my nipple with the sharp edge of his thumbnail and giving the side of my neck 


a single teasing bite before he shoves me back and resumes his seat. 


“Take off your pants.” 


Speaking of frenzied hands. James slaps them away from my belt buckle and points a warning finger. 

"I said slowly, remember?" 

"Sorry" 

"Don't be. Just do as you're told” 

This time | reach back for my shoe instead of my belt. | pause, waiting for approval from James, then give 
the laces a teasing tug once he nods. One sneaker off. Then the other. Followed by my socks. Probably 
unnecessary, those, but | love feeling the plush of the limo's carpet between my toes. Only when my feet are 
bare do | return to my belt. | pretend it's his fist clutching the buckle, his fingers feeding the strap back 
through until the prong pops loose, his hands pulling the leather slowly from my belt loops--all the while 
trying my damnedest not to salivate at the sight of James lazily stroking the bulge in his jeans. 

"Gonna show me the rest of your ink?" | ask hopefully. 

"Keep doing as you're told and | might consider it” 

| hold out my belt as an offering, but James shakes his head, so | put it aside. Makes me wonder what else he 
might use in lieu of a necktie to do.whatever he has in mind. Guess I'll just have to be patient and find out, 
won't |? 

In the meantime, | have to do something about my jeans. Not only because James told me to, but because my 
poor straining cock is liable to suffocate if | don't. This is where | like to demonstrate exactly how nimble these 
fingers can be. | flex and extend them languidly as | get to work: popping open the button, flicking the zipper 
pull teasingly just like he did my nipple, watching it descend tooth-by-tooth as | pull apart the flaps. 

And that's when my cock decides to make a break for it. 

It happens too fast for me to play the whole thing off as intentional. Too fast for me to do anything but 
whisper a panicked "shit!" as the head juts out the opening in my briefs and fumble with the flimsy cotton 
trying to stuff it back in. 

"Bit excited there, Grohl?" 

"Not at all," | joke. "What would give you that impression?" 

He chuckles. It's a low, gravelly sound, but there's a playful innocence beneath it. Or maybe l'm hearing things. | 
glance up, searching for a hint of that bashful smile | saw when we introduced ourselves, only to be met with 


a cryptic half-smirk. 


It's already jumped the gate. May as well let it run" 


Ah, so that's his game. Betting on race horses. You can learn a lot about your clients here in Vegas by the 
sexual metaphors they use. At least their gambling preferences, anyway. This one's still as mysterious as they 
come. | haven't even gotten a decent look at his face yet between the hat and the light. 

"Let it run, but do it slowly. Gotcha 

No chuckle this time. Just a snort and a vaguely sinister edge to his voice as James leans toward me. 

"This must be what Lars warned me about" 


"What?" 


He grasps me by the back of the neck with one hand and reaches into my briefs with the other. My heart 


kicks into overdrive, then tries to beat its way straight up my throat as James presses his muzzle to my ear. 
"That you can be a real smartass sometimes." 

| don't have a comeback for that one. Or any coherent reply, for that matter. I'm too busy biting back a groan 
from the rasp of whiskers and the throaty hiss still vibrating against my eardrum. Not to mention the 
precum oozing from my cock as he cups my balls. Then, just as quickly as he grabbed me, James lets go. 
Instead of leaning back and instructing me to keep going, he shifts to the other bench and points to the seat 
he just vacated. 

"Bend over." 

“But | haven't--" 

"l'Il take care of the rest. Just bend over the seat and put your hands behind your back" 

HELL yeah! Now we're talking. 

"Gonna cuff me, Officer?" 

That gets my face shoved right into the indentation left by his ass. Into the deliciously warm, musky leather. 
And speaking of leather, that whisking noise behind me sounds an awful lot like a belt being pulled from its 
loops. | offer up my wrists, salivating at the prospect of restraint, only to gasp as my jeans are yanked down 
and a rush of air hits my crack. 


"Quiet!" James barks. 


Holy shit. Is he-- 


"You gonna fuck me?" 


The threatening snap of leather nearly startles me out of my skin. It also makes my balls and eardrums throb 
in perfect tempo. To say nothing of my leaking cock. 


"What part of quiet did you not understand?" 
"My bad." 


"| said, do as you're told" He wraps the belt--much thicker and rougher than mine--at last around my wrists. 


Only once, though, holding it tight with his own fist. "Not ask questions." 
"Lars should've warned you I'm also kind of a loudmouth. Might have to gag me." 
"My thoughts exactly." 


| was wondering when James would put that black bandanna hanging from his back pocket to use. But 
apparently he's saving it for later, because he shoves three of his fingers between my lips instead. 


"Get ‘em wet." 


Yep. He's gonna fuck me, all right. Apparently Lars neglected to mention that | don't normally bottom and James 
assumes there's nothing | won't do. Which is true. Technically. It's just that asking permission might've been 
rice. Or at least a fair warning. Give me some time to do a little prep work of my own since | haven't taken a 
cock up the ass in three years. | definitely wouldn't have eaten huevos rancheros for breakfast had | known 


this was coming. Hopefully James is a good sport, because | can't promise | won't-- 
"That means suck. Not just let ‘em marinate in there." 


| haven't sucked anything besides a popsicle in recent memory either. No aversion there either--just an 


embarrassingly sensitive gag reflex. But | am pretty good with my tongue. 

"Aw, yeah," James murmurs. "Just like that. Nice and wet." 

See? 

He kneels behind me and | tense instinctively in anticipation. The loose end of the belt slides down between my 
bare cheeks and my hesitation flies straight out the sun roof. That's my Achilles Heel right there. Or my 
Achilles Sack, rather. Anything gently touching my balls. Tickling, teasing, licking, grazing.| have no idea why, but 
it drives me absolutely wild. As evidenced by the urge to spread my denim-tangled thighs as wide as | can to 


give the leather more access. 


"Want a spanking?" 


"Is that a rhetorical question?" | joke. 

Not that James can understand a word with his fingers in the way. 

"Keep squirming and that's exactly what'll happen 

Fine by mel 

Except that it turns out he's an even bigger tease than | am, and his response to me wiggling my ass is simply 
to tighten his grip on my wrists and shove yet another finger into my mouth. I've definitely managed to get 
them wet. By the time James pulls his hand away at last, I'm slobbering like a bulldog and there's a huge 
puddle on the leather beneath my face. Then | remember why | was sucking his fingers in the first place. 
"You gonna..uh, use more than spit?" 

"Eventually." 

A groan escapes my throat as he pushes a finger into me. Not a pained groan, just a startled one. Startled by 
how good it feels despite his callouses and my tightness and the lack of proper lube. Or maybe because of 
them? Like | said, I'm usually on the other end here. May as well be a virgin considering how long its been. 
"You like that?" James whispers. 

"Fuck yeah." 

"Want more?" 

| nod, assuming he means more fingers. l'm loosening up fast but still need all the stretching | can get. Instead 
he pushes that same finger deeper. Then draws back and pushes again. In and out, sadistically slow, each time 
edging closer and closer to my prostate. Just as his fingernail finally scrapes against it, James withdraws 
completely, leaving me panting and my pucker throbbing hungrily. 

“That's all you get." 

"Aw, come on, man. You can't just stop there." 


"Didn't say | was stopping.” 


Before | can come up with a clever retort, James sets something on the seat beside me. His cowboy hat. Holy 


fuck, he's getting undressed! | can finally see the rest of his ink! 


“Turn around!" he snaps in a tone that would make a drill sergeant flinch. 


"Yes, sir," seems the only fitting reply. 

"Am | gonna have to blindfold you now too?" 

"No, sir." 

"Can it with the sirs. This ain't the Army." 

"Aye, aye, Captain" 

WHAP! 

My ass cheek quivers from the impact and | damn near cream myself right then 

"You really are a glutton for punishment, aren't you?" 

"Wow. Just now figuring that out?" 

WHAP! 

Fuuuuuuuck, that was a good one. With knuckles. James must have backhanded the other cheek. I'm reveling in 
the throbbing burn, trying to figure out what else | could do to provoke him, when he yanks my jeans and 
underwear down to my knees. He instructs me to lift each leg so he can pull them clean off. | hear the wad of 
clothing land somewhere in the other end of the limo. Then his hand comes down hard on my ass again. Not 
spanking, but clenching this time, fingertips digging mercilessly into the tender meat. He pulls the cheek aside. | 
groan even louder as | feel hot breath on my wet pucker. 

Holy shit. This is it. 

"Listen, | should probably warn you--oh God’ 

James slides his tongue back out of my hole. 

"What's wrong? Don't like it?" 

"No, no, | like it. | reeeeeeally fucking like it!" 

"Good," he says cheerfully. 


"It's just." 


He lifts his head again "Just what?" 


"Nothing." 

"You sure?" 

"Just feels so fucking sweet, | might come all over this car if we're not careful." 

James chuckles. "We'll have to be extra careful then" 

Fuck. | don't want to be carefull For once, | should have actually kept my mouth shut. | want to let loose in 
every sense of the word. Now that he's reminded me how good it feels, | want to relax and let James take me 
completely even though | know better. | know he wouldn't have chosen me if all he wanted was someone to 
spread out for him. That doesn't stop me from rubbing my cock against the seat when he pushes his tongue 
up my ass once more. | have a very short refractory period. If | come, I'll be hard again in no time. Plenty left 
for James when it's his turn Plenty left for both of us to go all night long. 

He stops, pulls me back from the seat, and plunges his tongue right back in. 

Sneaky fucker. Was he reading my mind? 

Must be. There's either some kind of telepathy thing happening between us, or my body is an open book, 
because he slides his tongue out just in time. Clamps his fist around the base of my cock to choke back the 
orgasm. Holds tight until the pressure subsides. Releases both the belt and my shaft and grabs a bottle of 
water from the fridge. | assume it's to wash the taste from his mouth, but he instructs me to lift my head 
and presses the bottle to my lips instead. It's like liquid heaven on my parched throat. No one's ever done that 
before. The water, | mean. Either they don't realize how thirsty | get from gasping in pleasure or they simply 
don't care. It feels. don't know. Like something | could very easily get used to. 

"James?" 

He sets the bottle aside. Just beyond my reach. 

"Yeah?" 

"You don't have to stop." 

"Course not. It's my party. | don't have to do anything.” 

"No, | mean..you can fuck me if you want." 


"Aint that what we're doing?" 


"In the ass." | arch my back and spread my thighs even further. "Put your dick in me. Please.” 


"That's not what you normally do, is it?" 

|--" 

His palm comes down hard across my buttocks. So hard that | yelp instead of moan. 

"Is it?" he repeats sharply. 

"Not usually, no." 

"Then l'm not interested." 

Damn. That almost hurt. Actually, it does hurt. At least until James yanks me upright by the belt around my 
wrists and | remember that he chose me specifically knowing that I'm a submissive top. The client calls the 
shots but I'm the one who ultimately does the fucking. | remember too what Lars said earlier about getting his 
money's worth from tonight's encounter. And what my reward will be if | deliver. 

But right now its James | care most about. Not the Porsche, which already feels like a distant memory, nor 
its owner, even though he's technically just inches away. | want James to have the time of his life here. He's 
obviously been wishing for a night like this for a long time. 


"What ARE you interested in?" 


He plops back into the seat in front of me, lips glistening and his round button of a nose pink and swollen from 


bumping against my tailbone while he ate me out. 

"Sucking your cock" 

"What a coincidence." Out comes my infamous VIP grin. "That was actually gonna be my first suggestion” 
James slips the belt from my arms and thumps his chest. 


"Then shut up and get your ass up here." 


To be continued. 


Live Wire 
Remember how | said Lars was a tease? 


Turns out he has nothing on his own chauffeur, who slides across the bench the second | try to climb up and 


who then spins me around and shoves me into the spot he just vacated 


Classic bait-and-switch. | should've seen it coming. No way could he have blown me while | was straddling him 
unless he hunched uncomfortably low in his seat, which led me to believe that he wanted me in his lap for 
some other reason. Maybe to suck on my neck or play with my nipples. Or even just admire my tattoos some 
more. Run his hands over my shoulders and down my arms again. He could've just patted the seat beside him 
if he wanted us to switch places. That's how | know the fake out was intentional. Get my hopes up and 


promptly deny them. 
Sneaky fucker. Betcha he cleans up at a poker table too. 


Ah, who am | kidding? | love this kind of shit and James obviously knows it. His boss undoubtedly schooled him 
on everything that makes me twitch. | just hope Lars warned him that the more a client winds me up, the 


harder | come. 
James settles onto his knees in front of me. Guess he'll find out soon enough. 


Its much better from this position anyway. | get my first good, honest glimpse of his face when he raises it 
toward the light. Not just those piercing blue eyes or his gleaming and seemingly endless rows of teeth, but 
every detail previously concealed by the shadows. Lines etched by years behind a windshield in the desert sun. 
Pockmarks on one cheek hinting at a brutal case of teenage acne. The other cheek roughened and faintly 
discolored by..well, if | had to guess, I'd say either road rash or some kind of burn. Makes me wonder what 
James was like when he was younger. Where he's been (and what he's been through) that shaped his face into 
the one looking up at me now. | want to know more. | want to know everything, in fact. If Lars is an open book 


with a few hidden chapters, James is one who's never been taken off the shelf, let alone opened 

Until now? 

“Turn ‘em off." 

It takes me a second to realize--when he points at the switch--that James is referring to the overhead lights 
and not the thoughts going through my head. There's a quaver of self consciousness beneath the gruffness of 
his voice that tugs at my heart. | flick the switch, casting us back into neon near-darkness. 


"Better?" 


He nods. "Damn things were blinding me." 


| could remind him wryly that he had them pointed straight at my eyeballs earlier, but l'm not an asshole. 
James is certainly not the first client who prefers to look rather than to be looked at. Probably explains why 
he's still fully dressed. The selfish part of me worries that | won't get to see the rest of his ink after all. But 


that's okay. | just want him to be as comfortable and relaxed as possible. 

His calloused palms alight on my bare thighs, sending a shiver through the rest of my body. | moan as he 
eases them apart. Lift my ass to accommodate the hands that slide beneath it. | reach instinctively for the 
back of his neck as James lowers his head to my groin, longing to tangle my fingers in that silvery-blond hair 
while he sucks me, but he catches me by the wrists. 

"Did | say you could touch me?" 

"Sorry, l--" 

He lets go and crosses his arms. "Put your hands behind your head" 

"Like this?" 


'| said behind your head, not on top. Lace your fingers together." 


They say you learn something new every day. If my suddenly-leaking cock is any indication, | have a cop fetish 
that | didn't even know about. Because that's exactly what James sounds like: a cop. 


Wonder if he used to be one? 
"Good. Now keep ‘em right there until | tell you otherwise.” 
"You could just tie me up." 


He slaps me hard across the flank, and | have to bite my lip to keep from groaning as precum dribbles onto 


my belly. 
"Later," he gruffs. "If you're lucky." 


There are a zillion perfect comebacks to that, but none of them leave my mouth, dissolving instead into 


hungry moans as his lips envelop my cock. 


Oh fuck, he's good at this. Holy fucking shit. If Lars had flat-out told me that the intimidating bastard standing 
next to his limo was interested in eating ass and sucking dick (let alone a stone cold expert at both), | would 
never have believed him. | would have assumed he was joking and probably even laughed in his face. I've met 
countless straight-passing dudes in this business, but James is the first to insist on blowing me instead of the 


other way around. Where the fuck did he learn how to do this? How did he get so-- 


"Watch out, l'm gonna come." 
James pulls off with a smirk. "No, you're not." 
"If you keep going, l'm--" 


He nonchalantly wraps his fist around the base of my cock and does exactly that. Keeps right on going. Slowly, 
just like he had me strip. Teasing the veins with his tongue. flattening it against the underside of my shaft as 
he goes down, then tightening his entire mouth and sucking hard as he comes back up. Over and over, just a 
little bit faster each time. | have to swallow back the urge to moan his name. | have to twist my fingers in my 
own damn hair, nearly ripping it from my scalp, just to keep from reaching for James. This is by far the best 
head I've ever had. Not just on the job. In my entire fucking life. If only he wasn't a client so that we could-- 


"Fuck, man, | can't hold it any more." 
James simply nods and sucks harder. 


"Not kidding! I'm gonna--oh FUCK!" | throw my head back, bracing my hands against the ceiling as he clenches 
my ass and takes me all the way down his fucking throat. "Fuck, fuck, | can't--I'm gonna--oh God--unh! Unh! 
UNNNNH" 


He doesn't let go until my body stops shuddering and the gasps have faded into silent gulps of air. | blink 
helplessly as he sits up, remembering too late that | was supposed to keep my hands behind my head. James 
doesn't seem to mind. Rather than narrow his eyes or point a finger or otherwise call me on my disobedience, 
he calmly hands me the water bottle. | chug nearly all of it before realizing he might want a drink too. He did 
just swallow an entire load, after all. 


"Sorry," | rasp. "Here you go." 
James puts the bottle aside without so much as a sip. Without his eyes leaving mine. They're glowing a fierce 


blue in the neon light, and there's an unmistakable twitch in the corners of his mouth. Like an animal about to 
pounce. Or a vampire about to bite. 


That's when he lunges. Seizes me by the back of the neck and crashes our lips together. | open as wide as | 
can for his invading tongue. It tangles frantically with mine, huge and hot and slick with semen. When he finally 
pulls back for air again, | taste the coppery tang of blood in its wake--along with the deep musky scent of my 
OWN ass. 


"Holy shit. What the fuck was that?" 


‘I'm sorry, man" James wipes the back of his hand across his mouth. "I should've asked" 


"Asked for what?" 
"If it was okay to kiss you." 


"Why wouldn't it--?" Then | realize what he thought | meant. "Aw, no, no--its not that. | said ‘what the fuck’ 


because | wasn't expecting you to swallow. And | had no fucking idea you could deep throat.” 
He shrugs awkwardly. "Did you like it?" 
"Like it? God damn, that was fucking awesome!" 


This time he breaks into that thousand watt smile. Something inside me goes..nah. Nothing. I'm just lightheaded 
from the lack of oxygen to my brain. Dizzy and giddy and probably a little bit drunk on top of that. 


"Not too bad on my end either." 

"Why wouldn't it be okay to kiss me?" 

James shrugs again. "I just..y'know..heard that some escorts don't like to kiss." 

"Heard from who? Lars?" 

"No, from. dunno. Some movie, | guess." 

"Which movie?" 

He rolls his eyes. 

"C'mon, which movie?" | give his shoulder a playful nudge. "Was it..Pretty Woman, by any chance?" 
"Can't remember." 

Smart move, making me turn off the lights. Otherwise I'd probably catch him blushing right now. 


"Well, you heard right. Some escorts refuse to kiss as a matter of principle. Others are totally down as long as 
its a client they like. Take a wild guess which group | belong to." 


"You like me?" 
There's that warm little twinge deep inside me again. Like someone plucking a perfectly tuned guitar string. | 


help myself to a long swig of beer, as much to buy time to deflect the question as to look suitably unflappable 


and cool. There are honest answers and then there are foo honest answers. 


"| never said that." 

James chuckles. “Sure you did” 

"Oh yeah? When?" 

"Just now." 

"Hey, don't go putting words in my mouth when you could put your tongue in there instead" 
"Or something else." 

Fuck me, | love the ones who don't miss a beat. | put the beer aside and let my eyes drift south. 
"Like what, exactly?" 

James reaches into his back pocket. 

"Like this." 

The black bandanna. Hell yeah. | was afraid it would sway teasingly over his ass all night. 


"Niiiiice," | purr. "Can't promise itll shut me up, though. Not completely. You'd need something much, much 


bigger for that." 

"Duly noted" He twists the bandanna into a thin strip before instructing me to open wide. He pulls the knot 
tight enough behind my head to strain my jaw, but he's surprisingly careful with my hair. Then he picks up his 
belt. Looks around in search of something to secure it to. Shakes his head a moment later and turns back to 


me. "Hold out your hands." 


| put them behind me, like before, knowing that's not what he meant. Sure enough, it earns me another 


delicious swat to the thigh. 
"In front of you, Grohl 

Mmmm, ordering me around by my last name. Speaking of things that remind me of a cop. 

Speaking of things | could most definitely get used to. 

This time he wraps the entire length of the leather around my wrists, working the tail end between them so 


there's no chance in hell I'm getting out of this unassisted. As if | were the least bit inclined to pull a Houdini. 
He points to the long bench seat opposite the bar. 


"Now lie down" And once I've reclined: "Put your hands above your head. Keep ‘em right there until | say 


otherwise. | see those arms move more than an inch in any direction, you're getting blindfolded too." 

Ordinarily I'd all but beg for a blindfold, but right now that's the last thing | want. James obviously knows it. He 
knows how much l'm jonesing to watch him get naked and that denying me the opportunity is one threat | 
won't take lightly. 

"That's not asking too much now, is it?" 

| shake my head. 


"Think you can comply with that one simple command?" 


| nod--only to yelp and thrash reflexively a second later when something frigid touches the bottom of my 
foot. 


‘Obviously not” 
My whimper of protest is met with a chuckle as icy as whatever James touched me with. 


"Lucky for you, that was only a test." He holds up the bottle of water and takes a long, teasing sip. "Show you 
what happens when you get too sure of yourself." 


Smug bastard. Wonder if Lars coached him on how to fuck with me or if its a natural talent. | might be pissed 
off if | wasn't so hopelessly turned on. 


"Ready to try again?" 

No nod this time. Just the most earnest puppy dog expression | can muster. 

‘Of course you are. But I'll warn you now--it's about to get a whole lot harder to hold still” 

A tingle of anticipation runs through me as James plants a knee on either side of my hips, the leather seat 
crackling beneath our combined weight. He hooks the toes of his cowboy boots between my calves and forces 
them apart. The tingle rushes straight to my balls and a hungry groan escapes the gag. | close my eyes and 
imagine James flipping me over and fucking me mercilessly with those boots still on, their heavy soles scraping 
my tender skin, leaving streaks of dirt and bruises in their wake. | imagine waking up the next day with the 
backs of my thighs raw and stinging from the friction of rough denim. Fuuuuuuck. That would be-- 


"Urrrrrh!" 


My eyes snap open. | clench my fists against the electric twinge in my nipple, then brace myself as the pointed 
tip of James' tongue darts toward the other. If only | could hook my fingers over the edge of the seat. He 


must've thought of that before he tied the belt. It's too tight to twist my hands. Too tight to do anything but 
press my wrists defiantly into the seat as a second shudder wracks my body. And that's only from one little 
flick! 


Sadistic fucker wasn't kidding, was he? 

"Mmmm..you taste even better than you look" 

This time he flattens his tongue against my ribs and drags it upward. | arch my spine--fists still clenched-- 
and moan as the tingle deepens. It isn't just his mouth that brings my nerves to life. It's his nails and fingertips 
digging into my flesh. Its the wiry tickle of his chin scruff against my tender nipple. It isn't just his touch 
either. It's the heat of his breath on my wet skin as he lifts his head. The chill and goosebumps that rise in 
his wake. The hunger in his eyes as he moves toward my other nipple. The light glinting off his teeth as they 
descend on the poor helpless nub. 

And his cock. Hard as steel. Grinding against mine every time he moves. Straining its tight derim confines to 
what must be the point of agony by now. | don't know how James can stand it. How the hell he's lasted this 


long without opening his fly or creaming himself from the pressure alone. 


Speaking of. He keeps sucking on my chest like this and the front of his jeans will be soaked regardless. | 


normally have tremendous self control, but not when-- 
"UNNNHHHH!" 
Holy fuck. Not when someone bites my fucking nipple! 


James jumps back The weight off my cock and the concern in his eyes are the only things that keep me from 
bursting right then. 


"You all right?" 
Hell yeah. The pain has already subsided and now my nipple is throbbing hungrily. Demanding more attention | 


nod, hoping James will continue, but instead he hooks a finger beneath the sodden bandanna and pulls it from 
my mouth. 


"Didn't sound all right." 
lm definitely all right," | assure him. "Very all right. Just startled me, that's all” 
"Sounded like | hurt you." 


"You've got some strong fucking choppers, that's for sure." 


| say it with sincere admiration, hoping he'll flash me that dazzling grin and put those teeth right back to work 
No such luck. 


"Maybe we need a safe word," he says. 


It honestly never crossed my mind. Number one, we're nowhere near the point where | would actually use it 


(his boss spanking my bare ass with a tennis racket was the closest | ever came), and number two: 
"| figured Lars already told you." 


"The safe word?" James shakes his head. "Nope, and | forgot to ask. Probably wouldn't work with the gag 


anyway." 

"Sure it would. Put it back in and I'll show you." 

"What's the word?" 

"Lean down here. I'll whisper it" 

Its purely an excuse to smell that fragrant crevice behind his ear. Maybe bite the lobe in playful retaliation 


too. Provoke him into smacking my flank again before he feasts on my nipples some more. But as soon as the 
words leave my mouth, he pulls back with a chuckle. 


"The hell is a Foo Fi--?" 

"Shhhhh!" 

James rolls his eyes. "I'm not allowed to say it?" 

"Its MY safe word," | joke. "Get your own." 

"Seriously, what does it mean?" 

"Not telling." 

"Fine. No cooperation, no more foreplay." 

"Wait, wait!" | protest as James reaches for the gag. "I'll tell you. Later. After we're done." 
He considers. "Fair enough, but I'm holding you to it" 


"Long as you hold me to everything else in the meantime." 


"Fucking smartass." 

| worry for a moment when the bandanna goes back in my mouth that James will make good on his threat. 
Especially when his other hand moves toward his zipper. Turns out he's only adjusting himself, though, and | 
close my eyes in anticipation as he leans over me once more. 

No biting this time. Not right away, at least. | almost forget l'm being serviced by an expert tease until the 
gentle flicks gradually progress into rough swipes and from there into sucking and nibbling. Harder and faster 
as he moves from nipple to nipple, the flares of pleasure so intense that | have to sink my teeth into the gag 
to keep from screaming and James has to hold me down with both hands because | won't stop thrashing and 
arching my spine. Still doesn't stop me from bucking against him. Grinding our crotches together. | can't help it. 
My body is a live wire and | have to move something. It's either my pelvis or my arms. 

James takes pity. That, or his cock has finally reached critical mass. He crawls backward, planting soft kisses 
along my torso until he reaches my happy trail. Then he sits up again. His hands move from the curve of my 
ribs to the swell of flesh just above my hips. My love handles. That's the nicer term for what I'm packing 
down there. Also known as a spare tire. 

"Gorgeous," James murmurs. 

"Hmm?" 

"| said you're gorgeous. Your body is so fucking hot." 

My self consciousness melts away in an instant, leaving only a lump of gratitude in my throat. I've had a lot of 
clients tell me I'm hot. All of them, in fact. But none who were looking straight at my extra padding when they 
said it. None who said it with such sincerity, such genuine appreciation 

| want you." 


James pulls the gag from my mouth. "What?" 


"You heard me. | said | want you. Want to be inside you. You're gorgeous too, and | wanna make you feel like a 


million fucking dollars." 


There's that smile again. That huge dazzling smile. He's liable to blind someone with that thing if he's not 


careful. 
‘Only a million?" he teases. 
"| would've said a billion, but you warned me not to get too sure of myself” 


That earns me the playful swat | forgot I'd been craving. James reaches back and yanks off one of his boots. | 


hear a muffled thump as he tosses it aside. Then the other. This time there's a sharp crack and a tinkle of 


glass. | bite back a giggle as James winces. 

"Good thing it's my birthday or | might have to pay for that." 
"Maybe you should slow down a little. We have all night, remember?" 
"Yeah, | remember. | also remember why | gagged you." 


| open wide for the bandanna, not missing a beat, but James opts instead to take my advice. OFF come the 
socks. Then he turns his attention to the metal buttons on his shirt, twinkling like stars against the midnight 
blue cotton as he plucks them open. First each cuff. Then one by one from the top on down. He starts to peel 
back the shirt, then stops, lips twisting into a smirk as if he just remembered how badly | want to see his 
tattoos. Fucker. He'll probably leave it on now, even though | was a good boy and kept my arms above my head 
this whole time. But wait! Here it comes-- 


"What the hell, dude? A fucking undershirt?" 
"Hey, you made me work for the view," he jokes. "May as well return the favor." 
"Touché." 


At least it's a wife beater instead of the black crew-neck tee | was wearing. | can see all of the ink on his 
arms and some on his chest, right below the collarbones. Sort of. | can't see if-see it, not with the overhead 
lights off. Only the darkest portions and some of the line work. Flames and playing cards on his right arm, and 
what look like engine pistons and skulls on his left. Im squinting to make out the text below the cards (Carpe 
Diem.what's that third word?) when James retrieves something shiny from his back pocket. 


A condom wrapper. 

| forget all about whatever's written on his arm as he puts the corner of the packet between his teeth and 
reaches down to unzip his jeans at last. All about the damn undershirt too. Every neuron in my brain is 
focused on what he's about to pull out-- 

No! Come on, man! Don't just bend over and peel them off like that. Show me what you're packing first! 

| don't say any of that out loud, of course, but the chuckle | hear in response to my impatient groan tells me 
that James got the message all the same. I'm tempted to explain the difference between a strip tease and a 
cock tease. Then he stands up again, and | catch my breath as his engorged member bounces against his 


stomach. He plucks the condom wrapper from his teeth. 


"This what you want?" 


My response is a strangled whine as my balls contract. James plants his knees against the edge of the seat, 
lazily stroking his own shaft. 


"Was that a yes?" 


Watching him pump himself gets my hopes up all over again, even though he insisted earlier that he had no 
interest in penetrating me. Maybe he changed his mind. Maybe it was all a tease. Good ol reverse psychology 
to make me crave it that much more. Mission accomplished. He's intimidatingly well hung, but I'm so fucking 
horny right now, | bet | could take that entire cock in one thrust without a single twinge of pain. Or maybe 


he's just making sure mine is hard enough to do likewise to him. Either way: 

"That was a fuck yes!" 

James gives my leaking slit a quick lick before tearing open the wrapper. "Just checking." 

It takes every ounce of willpower not to buck into his fist as he rolls the condom down my length. Even 
through the latex, those callouses make my nerves sing. James also knows better than to give me the chance. 
He points a warning finger as he slides back off the seat. 

"Stay right there. Do NOT move those hands." 

Couldn't anyway. My arms have gone mercifully numb. 

| hear another tinkle of broken glass as James opens one of the cabinets by the bar. He leans over me again a 
moment later, a bottle of lube in one hand. | close my eyes in anticipation of his slick fist enveloping my cock. 
They snap open again as he delivers a stinging swat to my thigh. 

"Look at me, Grohl." 

There's a plaintive note beneath the sharpness of his command that makes me ache with desire. As if there 
were anywhere else I'd rather look. | watch hungrily as James squeezes the liquid onto his hand. He reaches 
behind his back, brow furrowing and lips parting with a breathy moan as he slides the fingers inside himself. If 
only | could hear better over the purr of the engine. | don't just want to look, | want to listen--especially to 
the slippery pump of his fist as he slicks the remaining lube over the condom. 

"You ready?" he whispers. 


| was born ready, baby. Are you ready?" 


James straddles my hips and lowers himself onto me with excruciating slowness. Stars burst across my vision 


as the ring of muscle gives way, swallowing my shaft into a deep, clenching heat. 


"Holy shit, you've got a tight fucking ass!" 


His clean hand clamps over my mouth. Only for a second, but the message is clear. Don't talk. (Or move. Or 


touch) Just watch. 


So | do. And it's the most beautiful thing | can fucking imagine. The rise and fall of his hips. The long, lean 
muscles in his thighs tensing and relaxing. The shimmer of sweat pooling in the hollow of his throat. The 
rhythmic swell of his chest. His lips parting and closing with each heavy breath. Parting and closing, parting and 
sticking, and the way his tongue slides out to moisten them. Hooded eyes. One hand braced against the ceiling. 
The other clutching the back of the seat. Everything slowing momentarily as James lets go and lets himself 
drop forward, palms hitting the leather on either side of my chest. 


"Don't just lie there," he hisses into my ear. "Move those goddamn hips." 
"| wasn't sure if you--" 

He eases up and slams down, grinning at my startled gasp. 

"Just like that. Move ‘em nice and hard." 

James groans as | buck up into him. 

"Hard enough?" 


"Harder," he grunts, grasping my ribs and digging his nails into the hollows between them. "Hard as you fucking 


can!" 


| can tell he's already close, which is why | don't warn him that I'll never last more than another minute like 
this. He spreads his thighs and angles his hips so that every thrust hits his prostate dead on. The groans 
deepen into growls, saliva dripping onto my throat from his bared teeth. | clench my fists--not to keep from 
moving them, but because | know that look. He's about to lunge for my chest again. About to devour my 
fucking nipples. | part my lips to beg for mercy. Beg James to spare the torture and shoot his load into my 


mouth instead. 


That's when he stops, pulls off, and yanks me into a sitting position before impaling himself right back on my 


cock. 

"Oh fuck.my hands...” 

"Jerk me of fl" 

My fingers are too numb to move. All | can do is slide my bound wrists down until my palms encircle his 


shaft. James wraps his legs around my hips and one arm around my shoulders, bracing himself against the 


back of the seat. 


"Yeah, like that," he breathes. "That feels good. So fucking good." 

Feels more than fucking good. It feels amazing. Especially when James lets go of my shoulders and grasps the 
back of my skull instead, fingers entwined in my sweat-tangled hair as he presses our foreheads together. 
We're both grunting like animals now. Gasping into each other's wide open mouths. This is it. | can't 
keep..can't..oh fuck! FUCK! 

| throw back my head with a whimper as all the feeling rushes out of my body in one shuddering instant. A 
whimper, then a howl when James sinks his massive teeth into my throat. Hot liquid spurts over my chest. For 
a delirious moment | assume it's blood. Then | feel his cock twitch between my fists and realize we both came 
at the same time. 

"James?" 

"Yeah?" 

His breath is warm against my throbbing skin. Warm and soothing. | could easily tuck my head into the crook 
of his neck and sleep the rest of the night. Which is weird, considering how I'm usually hyper as hell after a 
good fuck. Really weird. Kind of unnerving, to tell you the truth. 

Think | might've overdone it this time. 

"Mind grabbing me another beer?" 

| feel his teeth stretch into a smile. "Sure, no problem." 

"My hands are a bit tied or I'd get it myself" 

Its exactly the sort of lame joke | know will make him chuckle. Except that | can't hear it over the muffled 
thrumming in my ears. | look up, wondering if he opened the skylight to let some air in, only to see that it's 


still closed. | reach for the button.. 


„and that's the last thing | remember before everything goes black. 


To be continued. 


Boot and Rally 


Author's Notes: 
J] Angst and fluff and burgers and bellies, limos and whores ‘2 (Sorry! Popped into my head while | was trying 
to think how to sum up this chapter, and | couldn't resist. midnight_moonlight will get the reference. Merry 


Ficmas everyonel) 


"Dave?" 

Go away. Its too damn early. 

“Come on, man. Wake up." 

Can't you see l'm sleeping? 

"Dave!" 

"Fuck this, l'm calling MI." 

"Hang on, hang on, | think he might be..Dave!" 
Leave me alone. Not time to get up yet. 

"Gimme some more ice." 

"You tried that already! He needs a fucking ambulance." 
Ambulance? Fuck off. I'm just trying to sleep here. 
"See, look. He's coming around." 

Five more minutes. 

"No he's not." 

"Yes he is. Now back up. Give him some space." 
Please. Just five more minutes. 


"What if he's having a fucking seizure or something?" 


| said, Im trying to sleep. And quit pulling the covers off my feet! 
"Its not a seizure” 

"How do you know?" 

"Because he's.Dave? DAVE!" 

That's it 'm-- 

"Aw, thank fuck Dave!" 

--awake. 

| think 

"C'mon, Dave. Stay with us this time” 


Bright lights. Shining right in my eyes. Blurry, but coming into focus now. Like tiny little suns in a black velvet 
sky. 


"Say something!" 


Someone looming over me. Can't see his face. Older dude. Bushy gray beard. Bald on top and the rest of his 
hair sticking out in every direction. Then a hand on his chest, pushing him back A tattooed hand. 


"Give him some air." 

The hell? This isnt my bed, and these sure as fuck aren't my roommates. 
Must be some weird ass dream. 

"No, man. Come on. Don't close your eyes!" 

"Try the ice again" 

Shit! Shit, that's cold! Take it off! 

"Wake up, Dave!" 


All right, all right. lim awake! l'm.. 


„oh God. I'm still in the limo. That's where | am. The dome lights are what's shining in my eyes. That's the 
leather seat against my bare back. The guy with the beard? Thats Lars. Client #1. | didn't recognize him 
because he's supposed to be driving right now. Instead he's in the backseat with me and the car's no longer 
moving. Something must've happened. Some kind of accident. 

"Where's James?" | immediately ask. 

"l'm right here." 

Another figure looming over me. Taller. Short blond hair sticking up in the middle. A fauxhawk. That's what 
they call it, right? Deep worry lines sprouting from the corners of his eyes. Naked. He's completely naked. Not 
even an undershirt. 

Oh shit. | remember now. We'd just finished having sex and | asked for a beer because | felt dizzy and-- 
"What happened?" 

James takes the cold wet thing off my head and lays it in the center of my bare chest. | flinch and try 
reflexively to yank it off, but he gently pulls my hand away and strokes my hair. The black bandanna The one 
we used as a gag. Now it's tied into a pouch filled with cubes of melting ice. 

"Good fucking question," Lars says. "Kirk swore you didn't have any medical conditions." 

James shoots him a pointed look, like he can't believe his boss is complaining right now. 

"You passed out," he explains. 

"How long?" 

"Five minutes. Maybe not even" 

"Feels like longer." 

His expression tells me it must have felt that way on his end too. He takes the ice pack away and spreads my 
jacket over my chest. | can feel the weight of the envelope in the breast pocket, and with it a pang of guilt. l'm 
letting James down. I'm letting his boss--my favorite client--down. I'm letting MY boss down. Hell, I'm letting 
myself down. No way can | keep that bonus in good conscience now. I've already decided to give it back 

Now I'd better boot and rally if | want to earn the rest of tonight's pay. 


"Whoa, where're you going?" James asks as | ease one leg off the seat. 


"Nowhere. Just grabbing some water." 


He nods toward Lars and | hear the clink of bottles from the mini fridge. Another pang of guilt. | was digging 
the whole chauffeur roleplay deal, but now Lars is having to wait on me for real. A world famous billionaire. | 


should be flattered. Instead l'm just embarrassed as hell. Especially when he kneels beside me like I'm one of his 


kids who woke up with the flu. 
"You okay to sit up? If not, | can get you a straw." 
"l'm fine." 


"Easy." James slides onto the seat behind me and eases me up by the shoulders. "Last thing we need is your 


blood pressure to drop again because you sat up too fast.” 


Last thing we need See? His choice of words says it all. He and his boss may sound concerned, but l'm 


obviously inconveniencing them, and that's the last thing | or my career need. 
"I said I'm fine. Seriously.” 
"How do you know?" Lars asks. "Has this ever happened before?" 


"Now and then" Its not a lie--although | can't remember the last time. "Usually when | skip lunch and drink 


beer instead of water and overexert myself." 


Yep. Good answer, Grohl. Now it just sounds like you're getting too old for this job. Or like you're blaming James 


for demanding too much from you. 

"Still say we should take you to the hospital." 

"I don't need a hospital." 

"No? Well, maybe | do. | almost had a heart attack thinking you were having one." 

"Listen, Lars, I'm sorry. Didn't mean to freak you out back there." 

"Freak me out?" He gives an exasperated snort. "Scared the living shit out of me is more like it!" 
"Like | said" 

James puts up a hand. "What matters is that you're okay now!" 

"l'm definitely okay." 


And if Lars would cut the guilt trips and get his ass back behind the wheel, | could prove it. Pick up where 


James and | left off before we waste any more of the night. 


"Then | suggest we go back to the city. Maybe stop at the In-N-Out, grab a couple burgers first. Sound like a 


plan?" 
"Only if you're hungry,” | reply. 
"Could definitely use some fuel after that ride." 


| chuckle more out of appreciation for James diffusing the situation than out of humor. Truth is, | don't feel 
much like laughing right now. Probably because | don't feel much like my real self right now. Or maybe | should 
say my usual self. The self that makes me money. The self that allows me to keep living the lifestyle | want. 
My real self is the one | keep locked in my condo on my days off, eating junk food in my sweats while | geek 
out over old episodes of The X-Files and try to forget my doctor's advice to have my thyroid checked or the 
fact that l'm already past the usual retirement age for my line of work. Not to say I'm ashamed of that self. 
I'm just not ready for it to become my only self. | sure as hell wasn't ready to introduce that self to my best 


client tonight. 

"All right" Lars gives us both a wary look as he retrieves his chauffeur's cap. "But if he starts feeling--" 

"Ill tell you right away," James assures him. 

This time he slides the divider closed before his boss even gets out of the back seat. I'm not sure if it's 
because he remembers | prefer it that way or if he just wants the badgering to stop. Either way, l'm grateful. 
Grateful for the peace and quiet. Grateful for the chance to get back into the groove and give James the 
encore performance he deserves. As soon as the limo starts rolling again, | reach back and glide my palm along 
that long, lean thigh. 

"Now, where were we?" | purr. 

"Sorry about Lars." 

"No worries" 

"You've probably never seen him upset before. He can be kind of a jackass, but its only because he cares." 
"Like | said..no worries." 

"And he was afraid that | killed you." 

| think about making some crack about it being convenient that we were already driving through the desert 


and asking if James keeps a shovel in the trunk, but nothing kills the mood faster than a dead hooker joke. Or 


someone who doesn't understand what "no worries" translates to. 


"I can certainly think of worse ways to go." 


Its James' turn to give an obligatory chuckle. Or preferably a real chuckle as he returns the caress. No dice 


on either, though. 

‘I'm sorry too," he says. 

"For what?" 

"Getting carried away back there." 
"No such thing." 

‘Its my fault that--" 


| turn around and clamp a gentle palm over his mouth. "Enough. Only talking we should be doing right now is 
the dirty kind." 


James tugs my hand away. "It's my party. I'll talk about whatever | want" 
If only the look in his eyes matched his teasing tone. If only the cock pressed against my thigh were even 
halfway hard. | can already see where this is going and my heart sinks so fast it almost makes me sick all 


over again. 


"Listen. | meant what | said to Lars. It's my bad for skipping lunch when | knew things were gonna get wild. l'm 


all right now. He knows that and you know that." 
"But | don't know that." 


"You don't know me" | swallow against the anger rising in my chest. "I do. And I'm telling you, that was a fluke. 


It won't happen again" 

‘I'm sure you're right, but--" 

"In case you haven't noticed, there's only one kind of butt | care about." 
"--l'm not willing to risk it." 

"Jesus," | mutter. 


"Doesn't mean | want this night to be over." 


"You know what? Save it." 

"Dave--" 

"| appreciate that you're concerned, | really do, but | don't need the condescension | don't need you humoring 
me. | sure as fuck don't need someone I've never spoken to before tonight telling me lim not capable of doing 
my job!" 

James grits his teeth. "That's not what | meant. At all." 

| know, and | already hate myself for saying it. But the damage is already done. The asshole is already out and 
there doesn't seem much point in trying to rein him back in now. Instead | reach into my jacket pocket. Yank 
out the envelope, pull out a third of the stack, and shove the rest into James’ hand. 

"What're you doing?" 

"Give that back to your boss." 

"Dave, stop it." 

"I can't in good conscience keep that money. Not when | failed to deliver the goods | promised” 

“That's bullshit" 

‘It sure is." | untangle my feet from James’ blue button-down (and feel a lump rise in my throat when | 
realize he must've spread it over my legs as a blanket) and reach for my discarded jeans. "But that's what 
happens when you hire an out of shape, over the hill escort. Should've asked your boss for a twenty year old” 
"God damn it, | don't want some fucking twenty year old. | want YOU." 

"Why? | can't even give you what you want." 

"You already did." 

| have to look away so James won't see the tears prickling the corners of my eyes. | don't get it. | really don't. 
He looks like the kind of dude who'd put your head through a wall for looking at him funny, yet here | am being 
a complete tool (on his fucking birthday, no less) and he's barely raised his voice. 

"That was just the opening act. Or at least it was supposed to be." 


"Not sure how you could top that" He chuckles softly. "No pun intended.” 


"C'mon. What we did was downright vanilla compared to a typical night with Lars." 


"| wouldn't know." 

| turn back, eyebrow raised. "He's never told you?" 

"Not the details. And | never asked, because that's really none of my business." 
"Then how'd you find out what | specialize in?" 


This time there's no hiding the flush in his cheeks. "Got curious. Looked up Kirk's number and called him on the 


down-low." 


Oh yeah. Kirk. I'd completely forgotten that | was pissed at him earlier for not telling me about tonight's little 


surprise. No point in having words now that I've ruined it anyway. 
“Curious about what?" 


"You. Lars never had a favorite escort before he met you. Only reason the others get repeat business is 


because he ran out of new ones to try. | had to find out what made you so special.” 
"Why so interested?" 


"I told you already." He pulls my arm into his lap so he can stroke the feather tattoo. "You're gorgeous. | 
couldn't help myself” 


More tears in the corners of my eyes. Not angry like the last ones, but.man. Fucker better stop making me 
cry like this or | really will look unprofessional. | glance down at the hand clutching my wrist, hoping to steal a 
better look at his tatts, and that's when | notice the scars. Similar to the ones on the left side of his face, 
only much more pronounced. Swirled, mottled, the worst of them covered by the sleeve of ink running all the 
way up to his shoulder but still visible under the overhead lights. My heart clenches at the realization. No 
wonder James wanted it dark before he'd take off his shirt. No wonder he ordered me to look the other way 
even when he did. | shouldn't be staring. | definitely shouldn't be reaching out to touch them. 

"Now who's being nosy?" he teases. 

‘Sorry. Couldn't help myself." 

"Where've | heard that before?" 


"Been curious about that ink all night. Guess | know what the flames represent.” 


"Wanna hear the story?" 


That, and everything else. There's nothing | want more right now. 
‘Only if you wanna tell me." 
James sighs. He gets a faraway look in his eyes that instantly makes me regret bringing it up. I'm about to 


change my mind, tell him it's none of my business, when he says "car accident. Bad one. By all accounts, | 


shouldn't have walked away." 

"Sounds pretty brutal." 

"Yeah. You could say that.” 

"What happened?" 

He takes a long swig from the water bottle. "We were chasing a robbery suspect through the hills. My partner 
took the curve too fast, swerved off the road and rolled down the embankment. Gas tank ignited while | was 
pulling him out. Caught the sleeve of my uniform on fire." 

"Wait..you actually were a cop? For real?" 


James nods. "Long time ago." 


Twenty-five years. That's how long Lars said James has been working for him. He must've left the force after 


the accident 

"Sorry, didn't mean to interrupt" 

"That's okay. 

"What about your partner? Did he make it?" 


"Nah." Another swig of water, then a discreet wipe of his eyes. "Killed on impact, apparently. | didn't know that 
at the time. All | cared about was getting him out of the car before we both burned up." 


"Shit. That's fucking rough, man. l'm really sorry." 

“This is him" 

James points to a tattoo on the opposite arm. One that | thought at first was Jesus without a beard. Now | 
see that the man is wearing a shirt with the sleeves cut off to show the Misfits skull on his bicep. A tattoo 


with a tattoo. l'm not sure what to say. This is not the sort of tatt you compliment for the artistry, no 


matter how impressive. 


‘Obviously before we joined the academy,’ he goes on. "We both had to cut our hair and do our best to look 


respectable and civilized." 


Its easy to picture James in uniform. He still has that commanding presence, that posture, that gravity. Not 
so easy to imagine him with long hair--or the weight of anything but a guitar strap on his shoulders. 


"You two grow up together?" 

"We met in high school. Cliff was a year ahead of me, but he hung around until | graduated because we talked 
about starting a band together. Obviously that didn't work out like we hoped. | probably should've told him to 
take off without me." He smiles sadly. "You know what they say about hindsight” 

Yeah. | know a thing or two about that. 


"Were you and he ever..?" 


James nods. "First guy | was ever with. After he died, | swore he would be the only one. Got married. Had kids. 


Tried to put it all behind me, but..you know.’ 

"Can't run from who you are deep down." 

"Can't run from the memories either." 

That explains the other three tattoos spanning his chest. His kids. | make a point not to read their names as | 
steal another glance for the same reason | don't linger on the image of Cliff. Or stare too long at the skull ring 
on his left hand where a wedding band would normally go. 


"Is that why you quit the force?" 


"Sort of. It was that, or keep showing up for duty hung over and wait for them to kick me off. So | went the 


independent contractor route. Started working private security. Thats how | met Lars." 

"Always meant to ask." 

A smile teases at the corners of his lips. "Strictly professional, in case you were wondering." 

"I'd be lying if | said | wasn't" 

‘Only reason he wanted that divider open was so he could listen to you." 

| find that hard to believe. | mean, seriously. If | were a billionaire celebrity and | had a chauffeur with legs 


this long and eyes this blue and a smile this dazzling, I'd look for any excuse | could find to get him naked. Even 
if all | could do was watch. 


"If we left it open, would you have minded?" 


"| don't recall giving a shit either way about my surroundings once you started taking your clothes off. So | 


guess the answer is no." 


Damn. | know that wasn't meant to be a line, but its still a hell of a good one. | wonder if James can see me 


blushing beneath the beard. Not that | have anything left to be self conscious about at this point 
"Sounds like tm the greedy one, then’ 

"How's that?" 

"| wasn't in the mood for an audience. Wanted you all to myself" 

Still do. Even more than before, which | didn't think was possible 

"Are you just saying that?" 

"| mean it. And if you don't believe me, lIl raise my right hand and swear on your boss’ new Porsche" 
James chuckles. "That thing!l be gone in a month. You know how bored he gets’ 


"Then I'll swear on the city of Vegas. Or this limo. Or my own cock. Whatever he hasn't gotten tired of yet. 
How ‘bout that?" 


He looks at me with hooded eyes and his lips slightly parted, like he wants to kiss me. But then he glances back 
down. Squeezes my hand instead. 


"No need. lll take your word for it” 

| wish you'd take my word that I'm okay to pick up where we left off." 

James closes his eyes and sighs. "You have no idea how badly | want to. No fuckin’ idea” 
"Likewise." 

"Its just-—" 

"I know. And | get it. You've probably got someone waiting at home for you anyway." 


"What?" He shakes his head. "Of course not. It's nothing like that." 


"Seriously? No boyfriend or anything?" 
"Nope." 


| don't have to make a show of looking his body up and down or acting surprised. | genuinely am. "How the hell 
is that possible?" 


"Well, for one thing, | spend ninety percent of my waking life behind the wheel of this car. Doesn't leave much 


time for anything serious." 
“Something casual, then?" 
He shakes his head again. 


"Forgive me, but l'm finding this all veeeeeery hard to believe. | mean look at you. You're smart, you're caring, 


you're financially secure, you have incredible fucking stamina for someone who's..what? Forty five?" 
There's that bashful smile he first greeted me with. "Right numbers. Wrong order." 


"See? There you go. Most dudes half your age would be exhausted by now. And, last but not least, your photo 
should be in the dictionary next to Silver Fox. How are you not fighting them off left and right?" 


‘It's not that easy," James explains. "Even the casual stuff" 

"How come?" 

"Too many people out there with ulterior motives. San Francisco, Vegas..doesn't matter where we go, they all 
seem to crawl out of the woodwork. They want a taste of money and fame. If they get with me, they figure 
they'll be able to hang with Lars. That's their fantasy. That's what they really want. I'm just a walking VIP 
pass." He glances past me out the window, at the streetlights rushing past. "Luckily I've learned how to spot 
the red flags right away. First couple times, though.” 


| slide my arm around his shoulders without even meaning to. Hopefully he doesn't think I'm putting on an act 


too. Cozying up and telling him what he wants to hear simply because there's money involved. 
"Yeah, | can see how that would happen. The world's full of fame whores. Pardon the choice of words." 
"Occupational hazard, | guess." 


"Still. There's gotta be hundreds of guys out there who aren't just after your boss. Thousands. Guys who care 
about everything else you have to offer. You ever tried one of those apps?" 


"Like Grindr, you mean?" 


His tone says it all. 

"Yeah. Hookup sites. Something where you can pick and choose." 
"Sure have." 

"No luck there either, | take it?" 


"Not much," he sighs. "Not with the guys | was interested in, so | pretty much gave up being the choosy one. 
Figured I'd let them come to me instead. You know what kind of guys responded?" 


Guys who can't afford escorts, I'm tempted to say. But | don't want to be a dick by joking around. | want to be 


the one who really listens for once. 

"What kind?" 

"Twenty year olds. Just like you said earlier." He gives me a wry but defeated look. "And | know what you're 
thinking--who in their right mind turn would down the opportunity to fuck someone half their age? Less than 
half their age?" 

"| dunno. But the fact that I'm still in demand suggests there are a few." 

"Its not the age thing as much as what they're into." 

Ah. | think | see it now. 


"They're looking for Daddies." 


"Exactly," James replies. "And that almost always means they want to get fucked, not the other way around. 


And the ones who do top prefer to stick it in someone their own age." 
| hear you. Submissive tops are hard to come by..no pun intended. So what do you do?" 


"If l'm horny enough, which is most of the time, | give ‘em what they want. Then | go home and take care of 


the rest by myself." 


Damn it. He's really making my heart ache and, much as | hate to admit it, turning me on at the same time. 
Who knew there was so much gentleness and vulnerability beneath that rough, intimidating fattade? Who knew | 
could be equally aroused by both? | sure as hell didn't. But man. | just want to wrap myself around him right 
now. Kiss him long and hard. Be everything those other guys never could. 


"Is that your plan for the rest of tonight?" 


"What?" 

"Spend it all alone, fucking yourself?" 

"Dave--" 

The limo rolls to a stop. We both glance out the window at the same time and realize we're in a brightly lit 
drive-thru line. | recognize the place right away. In-N-Out Burger on Blue Diamond Road, Been here many times 


on my evenings off. Hence the spare tire. 


"Shit," James mutters as he rushes over to switch off the overhead lights. We are still butt naked, after all, 
and the tinted windows don't hide much at night. "Forgot about the food." 


There's a knock at the divider before Lars slides it back. 
"Everyone still alive back there?" 

James rolls his eyes, sparing me the trouble. "Alive and hungry." 
"What'l it be, then?" 


My stomach growls right on cue even though the timing couldn't be worse. | shrug, deferring to James. "Same 


as whatever you're having." 

He whispers something to Lars and shuts the divider again. 

"What were you gonna say?" | ask 

"When?" 

"Just now." 

"Oh" James picks up his undershirt, now hopelessly wadded and glued to itself with come, and tucks it into a 
plastic bag he pulled from the bar. Then he gets to work unfurling the legs of his jeans. "I was about to say 


I'm not sure. | don't have a plan yet for the rest of the night" 


Its still your birthday for another." | squint at the digital clock above the row of crystal tumblers, "eleven 


minutes." 
"Not much we can do in eleven minutes. Except throw back a burger or two." 


| can see where this is going. Where he's going. Where l'm going. | know they're two completely different places, 


and suddenly I'm not hungry any more. 

Hard to eat with a lump in your throat. 

"What about--" 

The divider slides back again. Thankfully James grabs the bag of food before his boss can make another crack. 
He whispers something else (probably instructions to drop me at my condo) to Lars, who nods before closing 
the divider. 

"Sorry. Hopefully we're done with the interruptions now." 

"What'd you tell him?" 


"To cruise around a little while longer so we can eat in peace." 


Somehow | doubt that. | take the drink and burger and fries he hands to me and set them beside me on the 


seat. James sighs. 

"Look, | know it's low rent compared to what you're used to, but you need to eat" 

"What about what you need?" 

‘Same thing. l'm hungry as hell." 

"No. | mean.here | am. Someone who does exactly what you've been looking for all this time. Someone your 
boss paid an obscene amount of money to give you whatever you want on your birthday. And how are you 
gonna spend the rest of it now? Alone, riding some dildo stuck to your shower wall. Or however you normally 


take care of business." 


"| never said that," James insists, defensiveness creeping into his voice at last. "In fact, | specifically told you | 


didn't have a plan for the rest of the night." 

"Don't bullshit me." 

"l'm not! Now will you shut up and eat your goddamn fries and let me talk here?" 

| do him one better. | clamp the whole burger between my teeth and reach for my own pile of clothing. He can 
talk while | get fucking dressed. That way | can get out of the limo, and out of his hair, as soon as we pull up 


to my condo. 


"| don't know why you're so upset. Especially since I'm the one who's supposed to be in charge tonight and you 


agreed--in your own words, just now--to do whatever | want." 


| swallow the massive bite without even tasting it. 

"You said you wanted to pick up right where we left off. Really fuckin’ badly, since we're using each other's 
own words here. So clearly we're NOT doing whatever you want. We're doing what you think is safe. Am | 
wrong?" 

James puts the soda down so he can rub his temples with both hands. 

"Am | wrong?" | repeat. 


"No. 


"You're welcome. | just saved you the trouble of explaining yourself. Now we can both shut up and eat in 


peace." 

"Not about the safety part," he goes on, jaw rigid but his tone as calm as ever. "But the rest? Yeah. You're 
dead wrong. | never said | wanted to spend the rest of the night alone. Or implied it, so spare me that 
accusation too. Did you not hear me when | said | didn't want tonight to be over?" 

"Didn't think you meant it literally." 

"Well, | do." 

"You paid for something you won't let me deliver on" 

"That's not true. | paid for your companionship, Dave. | paid to spend the night with someone I've been wanting 
to get to know properly for years now. Whether we're fucking or talking or whatever else, it doesn't matter. | 
just wanted YOU." 

"James, I--" 

He puts up a hand. 

"You're right. l'm probably being too cautious here. It just.it hit me pretty hard when you passed out back 
there. Harder than | would've expected. I'm better at keeping my cool than Lars, but you scared the shit out 


of me too. | didn't want to spend the rest of the night worrying that it might happen again." 


"l appreciate that, man. | really do. And | won't keep insisting that I'm okay." | manage a grin in spite of myself. 
"Even though | really am okay." 


"You know where | told Lars to take us?" 


"Back to my condo?" 

James shakes his head. "Back to my hotel room. Will you come with me?" 

If that's what you want." 

"Never mind what | want" He moves to the seat beside me and puts his hand over mine. "I'm asking what you 
want. If you'd rather not after all this, that's okay. I'll understand. Just say the word and we can either keep 
going or I'll have Lars turn around and take you home. Its completely up to you." 


"What would we do for the rest of the night?" 


"Good question" There's that playful smirk again. "I meant what | said about not having a plan yet. But | do 


have a luxury suite with a king sized bed. | suggest we take full advantage of it. See what happens from there." 
"Don't tease me, Hetfield" 

‘lm not..yet.” 

"Seriously. Are you changing your mind about sex so I'll agree to stay the night?" 

‘lm changing my mind because you're probably right about me worrying too much. And because we'll be in a 
nice room downtown instead of a back seat in the middle of the desert. A nice room with food in our 
stomachs." He pats his, which | can now see is soft and pillowy and practically begging me to bury my face in 


it. “lm changing my mind because | want to make you feel as good as you made me feel." 


He's something different, all right. Something | could all too easily get used to. Maybe | should think a little 
harder before agreeing to anything that could make me forget, even for moment, that this is only a job. 


Then | happen to glance over at the tattoo on James’ arm. It's not the playing cards that catch my eye, but 
the words inked beneath them. The ones | couldn't quite make out before. 


Carpe Diem Baby. 

There's my answer right there. 

"No promises." 

"About what?" he asks. 

"The bed. IF its as nice as you make it sound, I'm liable to fall asleep as soon as my head hits the pillow” 


James laughs, that huge beaming smile lighting up the darkness between us. 


"Tell me about it. I'm literally one birthday away from qualifying for the senior discount at the buffet." 


Who are we kidding? He has the stamina of a racehorse, and the only way he'll be able to keep my hands off 
of him once we get inside that room is to tie them to the bed. Maybe not even then 


But | also like the idea of falling asleep next to him. And waking up the same way. 
"You got yourself a deal. On one condition 


| wait for James to remind me that he's still in charge tonight, and therefore the only one allowed to set 


conditions. Instead he says "name it." 

"Call me Grohl instead of Dave." 

"How come?" 

"Because no one's ever called me that, and | really like the sound of it." 

"Deal." 

This time the kiss tastes like salt and soda. It's far gentler than the last one, but no less passionate or 
intoxicating. By the time we come up for air, Lars is pulling into the parking lot of Tuscany Suites and Casino. | 
can't help but smile. Somehow | knew James would opt for a quiet, understated place even though his boss 
could afford a penthouse in the Luxor. 

The divider slides back. Speak of the devil 


"Either of you steps out of this car naked, I'll fire you both." 


We hurriedly cram limbs into clothes and feet into shoes. No socks. No underwear. Just enough buttons to hold 


everything closed until we can rip it all open again. 
"Speaking of cars.." James begins, but Lars waves him off. 
"Don't worry about it" 

"IIl call you first thing in the morning." 


"I won't be up yet" He pushes the chauffeur hat back from his brow and throws me a wink. "And hopefully 


neither will you." 


We climb out of the limo and watch it weave through the parking lot before it disappears into the night. | close 


my eyes. Take a deep breath as the desert wind ruffles my hair. Something has changed. | can already feel it 
in the air. I'm not sure what yet, but the calmness in my heart tells me it might be just what | need. 


Then James slips an arm around my waist and the calmness turns instantly to excitement. 
"By the way, Grohl, you never told me what a Foo Fighter is." 
"Long story. Too long to explain out here." 


"Better hurry up and get you inside, then" 


The End 


